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Anglo-Saxons you did not have to mind your y's and
q's. No, that was not right.
"What, my dear, do you mind? I mean what
letters of the alphabet?"
"P's and q's?"
"Yes, that is it. P's and q's."
Mamachen registered the right phrase with satis-
faction.
"What is curious is that she still loves love. Lisa
is, how do you call it, a deep-dyed romantic. Experi-
ence has fortunately taught her nothing. When I
say 'fortunately' I mean fortunately, since she has
married your brother."
Mamachen said "your brother" with the same
punctiliousness with which Sarah said "your son".
These ladies observed in their conversation a
certain "tenue" of which Mrs. Rich, had she but
known of it, would have altogether approved.
Lisa was looking for a present for Cuthbert. That
the gift of herself was a new gift was obviously not
a point which she could stress. Indeed, it was not
a point that she could make. Where then could she
find her present?
Is it not the curse of women that they are always
seeking translations?
That they cannot accept the ultimate silence of
a secret?